dried mud.

A Lake with No Outlet.

LAKE CHAD, in the heart of East Africa, has no known

outlet for the many rivers pouring into it.
rise and fall with great rapidity.
_tion records that frequently spaces over which they had
sailed in the morning had by evening become stretches of

Its waters
The Alexander expedi-

in New South Wales.

discovered in Australia.

This Day in History.

THIS is the anniversary of the discovery of gold, in 1851,
It led largely to a more rapid
development of Australia, though the i
toulﬂngo::out $3,000,000,000 to dale, has steadi
dled. e extremely large blocks of pure

p
ily dwin-
d have

A Real Live

The Heart Br eaker American Romance

Mildred’s Ideas of the War Unsettle Arthur and He
Intimates to His Mother That He Ought to Enlist.

By Virginia Terhune Van
de Water.

CHAPTER XLIY,.

Copyright 1019, Siar Compiny
ILDRED BHENT was Lite
M safe in suggesting thia® she
and her lover talkh ol Ssuime-
thing besides the war, for sho wus

certain that she had sald enougn to
make her companion as unhcomiori-
able &s she wi:hed him 1o be.

The seed she had sown = will-
fully had begun to bear fru't n Ar-
thur Bruce's extreme mental
comfort by the Lime he was 1eady
toc go home thatl night.

lle¢ bade hls betrothed pgool-hby
without a smile.

“You leok awlully
marked.

“] was thinking,” he informed
her, “of something you said = wnile
ago.”

She did not want Lo Say any mole

on Lhis subject. She preferred tnat
he s=hould retain the impression
s&he had produced early ir ihe
evening., Anything she addel now
might detract from the fource of
her former remarhs.

“Well, you love me, any
don’'t you?' she smiled up at

He put his arins about her
klszed her aga'n and again.
are adorably pretty, darling?
murmured.

That was the effect Mildred zi-
ways had on him, he reflected, as
he walked home through the soft
spring darkuess. She would disg-
gree with him until he was bewlil-
dered, she would show her displaas-
ure at some of lis views; she woeld

glum,” sne re-

WAy,
huma
and
“iouu
" he

actually disappoint him. And then
she would lovk up at him with
that wonderfully sweet smile of

hers and her beauty would make
him her sluve. She was certanly
the prettiest girl he had ever secn.

Compared With ¥lonorn.

Now there was Honora. for n-
stance, She was pretly, %oo. yot
not nearly as beautiful as Mildrel
In fact, by comparison, sha was
lacking in color and regularity of
feature. Her beauly dependesd upon
her mood and her expression Yet
that, loo, was one of her atircec-
tions—she had so much varlety «f
expression. And she was canable
of a tenderncss that was lacking
in Mildred. Milly never hai ihe
look in her eyes that he had geen
in Honora's eyes—a look of almost
maternal compassion.

What a dear,
friend and chum
did not know how he could ¢l on
without bher. But, of course, lLe
could never Jove her as he loved
Mlldred—not In that peculiar wuy.
Yet he certainly understood Hon-
ora better than he did Mildred. And
ehe understood him so well. Was
there more in the older girl than
in the younger?

He stified the thought as disloval.
Honora was older—that was the
difference. Of course nobody was
quite Mildred's equal,

A=z he went up the path to his
home he saw that the light in his
mother's room wer =till burning.
That was a sign that she was up
and walting speak to him He

understanding
Honora was! He

'
LD
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hastepncd his stepe.
Ing was wrong
He expressed thi=s hope In words

He hoped noth

as he entered her room and found
Mrs. Bruce sitting in her armchair
reanding.

“No, there ig nothing wrong.” she
assured him. “EBul T was not sleapy.
s0 thought 1 would read for a
while.”

She was looking at him
ingly. *Did
evening™ she asked.

“Yes," he answered “1 always
have a pleasant time when 1 go to
see Milly.”

His words did not carry conviec-
tion with them And a mothers
genses are acute where her chil-
dren’s happiness is concerned.

search
you have a pleasant

“Mildred s very pretiy," Mrs
Brure commented. “T met her this
afternoon on the street. Did she
tell you?”

A Feminine Excuse.

“No, she did not mention it. 1
suppose she forgotl™

“Parhaps ehe did,” the mother
admitted. “She was apparently ab-

sorbed In her thoughts. She sald
she was thinking about the war.
That Is enough to meke any woman
seripus.”

“Yes, it 15" he ngread. “And,
mother, it is enough to make any
man think pretty deep thoupghts,
too. A well, strong man ought to
do hil=s part toward ending the
awful condition of affalrs”

“AR' the exclamation was full of
pain “That i= just what I was
afraid of, gon! You have always
wanted to enlist. 1 have known
that. Yet I hoped you saw that

1
|
}
|

|
|

vour duty might Tle at.home just

now. Then, when I talked with
Mildred this afternoon, 1T was frigh*
ened lest she might unsettle you.”

“Arthur, do not let what a young
girl saye- -no matter how dear she
is 1o Yyou—sway yvou and make you
do that which is certainiv not the
right thing for you to do."

“Mlidred wants me alwayvs to do
only what is right,” he defended
his betrothed. “You misjudge her,
mother, if you think she would try
to persuade me to neglect anything
that was my duty. Yet, after all,
two duties do sometimes confllct-
don’t they?

“Not if we keep =mane enough to
see Lhem both clearly.," she argued
“Oh, Arthur, please do not allow
an impulse to run away with you'
You have no right to enlist™

“No right?" he repeated. “Per-
haps not now, but later T may—
later, when, as 1T hope may be the
case, business (g better than It is
2t the present time.”

“Yeu,” she agreed, “and when
vour father's health is restored.
Promise me to walit until then.”

“1 do not need to promire you
that, mother,” he assured her. *“1
hope T am clear-headed enough not
to take any rash step. But when [
feel I must, I will have to go.”

“Even If your father and 1 need
you?l?"

“Dear mother,” he pleaded, kiss-
ing her, “let us live in the present,
and not borrow trouble about the
future.”

Yet when he had bade her good-

night and gene to his oewn room
he lay aweke, far into the night, |
wondering.

(Te Be Continucd.)

Hints for the Household

Olive oil s a good dressing for
patent Jeather. )

Hot vinegar will remove paint

marks from glass,

Vinegar and water will remave

the taint from meat.

Dry mustard rubbed on the hands
removes all smell of fish,

Olive oil rubbed into the scalp is
an excellent hair toniec.

Cayenne pepper should be uscd
sparingly, as it afects the liver.

Mustard and water is 2 quirk and
easy emelic in case of poisoning.

Mustard poultices will not blister

If mixed with the white of an
CEE. <

A teaspoonful of =alad ofl will
stop a throat tickling cough at
night.

To get the real, full flavor of
mustard, It should be mixed with
salad oil only.

Vinegar, If rubbed {first on dils-

colared steel work, ensures a quick
and easy polizh.

A tablespoonful of vinegar added
to a warm bath removes all fatigue
from the muscles,

Vinegar and stale bread appdis]
s a poltice nightly to a corn for
a week will cure L

Vinegar, diluted, rubbed on furni
ture before cleaning, makess a bril-
liant and non-markable polish,

A dessertspoonful of olive oll
thrice dally stops indigestion, and
iz the besi natural fattener for the
thin.

Her Vision.

An old washerwoman. patlriotie
supporter of the Red Cross, wana
among the thousands who wit

nesged a recent Red Cross parade,
in which hundreds of white-clad
women participated., In telling a
Red Cross worker how she liked It
she =said:

“Lawdy, miss, it certainly was a
gran' spectacle. Never In me whole
1ife did T see so much washin' at
one time.”

Dad Thought He Had Lost the Best Little Golf Putter In the World, But No! the

By FONTAINE FOX.

New Washer Woman Had It

v plrige .

o W loeler Hyodiceta. )
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An Interesting Royal Group
Prince Jaime, Princesses Beatrix and Christina, Son
and Daughters of King Alfonso and

Queen Victoria of

) I3

This good looking grou WAaSs

ke

aken after the children had re-

Qorvin

L.- -

T — A w ~—— ——————

ceived their first communion. Prince Jaime 1s the second son, aged
ten; his sister, Beatrix, is nine, and Christina is seven. There are two
sons younger than Jaime.

LOVELORN

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX
Lovers’ Misunderstandings.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX
I have been giing ahout with
A Young man f thtee yvears, but
till 1 do pot understand some of
Lils aclions He told me he Joves
me, but [ doubted his word and
went sut with anctlivr young man
for twa months, My friend wase
very preyved at me, and his mother
sald he was all broken up abaut
my actions W are reconciled
again, but =tjl] theres {5 one thing
viery puzzling to me Although h#
cRYvE very much for me, when he
meets me on the sStreet and ] am
vithy my girl friends he nats very
ELrAD . Still, 1 ean o out with
himm that smime evening and he i
perfveetliy Jovely I am eighteen
und s0 s my friend Id 1 dao
wrong in telling him 1 wnas jenl-
oyz of him™® A LOVER
l=n the trouhle simply that yon
don ti vnthi nndersiapd rach
‘ rr? Try fir keep ot Jealonsy
and o talk things over thoroughly
nith carhi owthes Only by being
frank can sou establish a really
sulir{actory relation=hip

Loves a College Girl.

DEAR MIsS FAIRFAX
For four montha [ have been

Eoing about with a voung Iady
une yeur younger than I am  Now
Miss Fairfox, what I wonuld hke to
Knuw van 1 Nyve happy with a
voung lady with a college cduca-
tion when I have unly graduated
| LIS A, G

If vou are truiv In love with ench
cther, and all th wther oircum-
stances are favorshle, | think the
Aiferenee jn education need not
Lheep you apanrt For =hales if you
wish 1o *ratch up™ »ith your sweet-
heare! vou van do sn e ad and
stndy b urqself. and when neces-
sary ask her te help you

The Pooher Man.

W demsared foar oitrselives, n=
clared a suffragis empli tically,
“the syme gt to a voice in the
- i t 10 conniry that
ety eng “Paovivh gl il e
from wn in the audlenecs. Yo"
retarted the ruffragist. “Thal ner-
Jeclion TN L truthh Gl ihe
Seriptural =aving that the pooher

we have always with us!™

'ADVICE TO THE|

By David Cory.

1EN little Soaphy Soapsuds
It's very sad to le]l— .
Wias leaning from her win-

dow
Into tiie street she fell
dovy

She =lowly drifted down anu n,

In colors gay and bright
Until she hit a trolley cvar,
And then she busted qui‘e

And this happened in Sospbud-
ble Town, New Mother Goose Land
And wasn't it strange, l'uss Juni.r
was on the trolley car, tha very
trolley car on which little Ssaphy
fell. You see, our Httle traveles
had left his good gray hors= 1n .k
country, for he had gone lame. e

20 Puss was obliged Lo contiane h.g
Juuiney on fool.

But arter awhile ha had rome t»
the trolley hine and had boasded o
car, and when he reached SNoan-
bubble Town litUe Soaphy oud-
uds and all her neighbors wove
leaning out of windowsa to #ee 1ho
son of the famous Puss in ools

“Oh, dear me,"” sighed Puss Jap-
lar “Little Scaphy Soapsula a4
come Lo the sume sad end that
Humply Dumptly did And then
o weil the trolley car with out
little traveler, and by and oy they
came Lo the end of the lime, and
Muss got off.

Of couurse, he was now in the
country, and there were few houses
to be reen. but Puss was ased Lo
lonely roads and deep forest: ko

he trudged ulong whistling 4 ter-

¥ lune, for he knew how fo whis-
tie by this time as well as a cana g
bird. And after a while he came 14
a stHe, and there #tood a faany
little man with a (isiung pol-
“Good-day, Mr. Fishermnn, ried
Muss, touching his cap HEe a =4i-
dier. The litle man looked up and
smiled. *“And how I8 my gowd Nr
Cat?”" he cried, and then he ro00k

a little silver fish out of his pocket
and handed to to Puss

“Cats ure fond of fish, 1 Knnw
for certain,” laughed the fuuny -
tle fisheriman.

“You are right, my goad =ir,”
sald Puss, “and with your Kind poer-
mission I will eat this tender Lale
whale,” and in a few minu'es Puss
wiped his whiskers with hils piwe-
het handkerchier. which gorcs 10
show yau that the little whale kil
disappeared down our =mal! trave]-
er's throat,

“And now whither? “re yon

bound?" aszked the fishernan.

i1 am on my way lo See Iy ‘a-

!

ther, the famous Pus=z in [oo-3"
anawered Puss,
““ome+ with me.” said
man, “for it iz on yvour way. nnd wve
can talk witllk, and that
will make miies Beom shorter.”’
Puss went along with his naw
friend and in the nNext gtosy Yol
shall hear about the old woman
wha Tived under a hill
Copyright, 1919, David C
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Whateley's Wit.
been told of
I'\\ hateley.
a candi-
orders
wrs the between a
e mons The candi-
racked his brain for an

arch-

the Hitls

wlhitie we

the

=0

e 2

storiea have

Many
the wit of Archbishop
On one occgsion he asked
dale holy
what

fiir
form

for admission to
difference
and a
late hiaving
withenut syt
bishop explained, “The
this —you st upon a
stand on ceremony’’ Once, at
a gnthering of eleric=, he puat the
aquestion, "W hy deo ~heep eat
than black one<"" And. there
carrect reply, though sev-

al 4 sviuntion were
archbizhop himself
beciuse there

difference
form. butl

LS

E
it}

white
moryy
being no
. fll ;ll Lo 2
made, the
the apswer: “Slmply
ar® Inore »f them

14 1
o g &

Eave

Warned by Experience.

Having taken rooms at a conti-
nental hotel withou! inquiring as
to the wariff, an Englizh.van, when
about tn lerave, wa pre-ented with
a blll whieh he vonsnlered out-
rageousiy excessive. He pald with-
out comp/aint, howeyer but on be-
ing handed hid T pt for the
muoney he inguired 1if lhe cashier
could oblige hilm with a couple of
Hive-frane pieces Tl ashiler -
mediately prodoced the coins. Then
the visitor exclaimed, as if the
thought had saddénly socurred to
him, “Oh, but wait; | forzot 1o axk
how much vou wouald charge me for
them!

Mischievousness of Youth.

A young wife pul down her book
with a ~igh. "“What is it, darling ™"
her husband aske “Ah, dearcrst,
I am g0 happv' replied. “Yes,
bt sou had =1 <udl look In
YOuUur fves iin t Know, I've
bren reading ab t the unhappi-
HeES  Lhnt  the voon of men of
grniug havi alweuyvs had to bear.

| o glad vou're
fellow )™

{

Oh, Alfred, dear, I’
Just an ordinary svrt of

Man With X-Ray Eyes

THE STRANGEST STORY YOU EVER READ.

Delorme, Seized by the Comte’s

Agents, Is Left to Horrible Death
in the Huge Safe.

By GUY DE TERAMOND.
syuspats of Preceding Chapters.

* Lueten Delorme, so bucolic that aven
the cabby who dreve him to Mme
Armalin‘s family boarding bouse In
Paris peints out the places of nots te
him, pressnts letlers of Introduction to
that cautious landiady and registers
At dianer, ba makes the

boardera

mystory.
akery, about sizty, carrvies
sbout with her a fortuné In Jewein
Delorme attracts attention by reason
;fll opi MII. bha T o~
aton that his syes are
waak and that he Bas come to Parls
to consult am eminent aye specisilst
Mrs. Tankery, a fortnight after De-
lerme’'s arrival, s found dead !2 Der
Afler n.;n-t -
ca,

a very clreumstantial the
crime, and the coscostenation of events,
a3 marshaled in hia brain, seemed te
point ta the young proviocial as the
rator.
baron meets Delorme and re-
veals details of tragsaction he intends
carry

to out.

Meanwhila, tha fame of the rare
jewels of the Comte DFAbasoli-Viscosa
etcites considerable comment { h-
out Paris, and & clever organisation
of thieves, the “A" Baad, pioia to get
them. They loase an ndjuining apart-
ment

Deiorme comes to seo the jawels,
which have been offered as security
for the loan, and to the surprise of the
comts and his associates announces o
themm that the sale supposed (o con-
tain them la empty. How does he
Lnow-—hs has never been sbown the
inside of the safe? The “A™ band decide
o force an entrance (o the safe. Ac-
complishing their purpose, they find
the vault empty of jowaels.

For an instant the two mrecym-
plices listened an®ously, their ears
strained to hear any sound. sut
their vietim's despairing cal! had
not been noticed. They could work
in all safety.

Vainly the young man, in 2 final
effort, tried to struggle. He could
not eacape from his assallants, and
was quickly subdued.

The tusale was short. Half stifled,

he was pushed - violently info 1ha
open safe. There was no intacler
division, no compartment that could
prevent him from entering. It was
a steel coffin, whoes sides would
not even allow his cries to pass

The door was closed on him

The comte turned the knob«, then
the key in the lock., and, having
replaced It in the drawer of Iia
desk, from which he had takan it
a (ew minutes before. he sat down
in his armchalr exclaiming:

||Ah.lit

"Now,” said Nam eaimiy, takiog
4 sesat opposite, “the in thing !s
to think the matter over; what do
vou mean to do?

“I am thinking of it,” replied the
comte. "“AL any rate. for a ruined
business, it |s certainly thoroughly
ruined!—And yet it was =0 weil
planned.” he went on in a tone of
dull rage. “What was that fool's
idea In plunging into the midat
of our apeculation, ltke a dog into
& game of nine-pins * * * here s
the million lost!™

“Perhaps he did not do it inten-
tionally. That's the reason we need
not yet despailr!™

“What do you mean by that,
Nam?™
“L&t us reason a little. Remem-

ber. has that individual at any time
threatened ns with the polic=? Has
he told us that his papers were in
a safe place, that we shonld be
arrested tomorrow, that he woulld
soon be avenged? Vague phrases:
‘You are robbers—you are murder-
ers’—and vat he wasn't always very
sure of jt!*

“From which yvou conclude * & *7

That he has acted on his ow~
idea, without having spoken of Lis
intention to anyone, and that we
can once more sfeep soundly®™

"So. in your opinion, he came here
without even speaking of it to the
baron?"

“Certainly. The baron, who i3
lesz simple. would have prevental
him from doing so without taking
precautions. There would have been
been police officers in the neighbor-
hood. and we are the onea who
would now be caught. Bul no, this
chap eame to vour house to make
a little perconal investigatiom om
Els own account, and the turn of
yvour convercation led him farthar
than he meant to go, the impudent
fellow! Belleve me, he's one of
thoas amateur policemen who, be-
coming informed accidentally of
certain items eoncerning us, has
longed to reveal himeelf by a mas-
ter stroke, a great detective, by dis-
covering singie-handed the crimi-
enls upon wham, nntil then, tha
whaole force had been unabie to
seige The race Is not very dangar-
ous, and we have nothing to fear.”™

He took up Lucien Delorme’s hat
and leoked at the lining. then hkia
overroal, which he examined at the
back of the neck

“What d4id | =av!" he exclaimed,
“tallor in Eu-—hatter in Eu—thils ia
a fellow whe, landing straight from
hi= province in the Armelin houae,
had his head turned by Mrs. Tank-
s2ry's murder.”

“And how dn you
baron's nnt coming ™"

The Hindoo was about (o answer
when Juliette came in, bringing a
telegram.

The romte eagerly opened it. and
uttersd a ery of astonizhment a3 he
read:

“Dear Sir:

“T learn from your secretary that
vou are (Il and cannot receive me
tnday. as was arranced,

“1 hope it is nothing serious and
remain antirely at vour command.
*“Yours very sincerely,

“PLICKE."

"What 4d T sav™ ecried Nam
“That follow presentd himself to
the barom as vour sacretary. jinst as
he passad himsel? off ta vou as the
haron's MNersn't ‘his econfirm, In
the mo=st striking way. all my com-
jrctures™

Turning toaward the safe, he com-
tinned:

"He richly deserved what has
happened to him. People whs wantl

explain the

) !

to play the detective mustl be more
cunning than that™ E

“Yes,”" replied the comte, "he's a
dreamer. But my poer mjilion has
gone all the same. Job deferred Is

Job loat. Wil the baron lake It up
a second timeT ]
“Don't be so pessimistic.

scheme is too good to bs dropped
You write him a pisasant note, say-
ing that you really are very ill and
your physician orders you to leaws
Paris immediately—on your rvelurm
you will resume the negotiations
By that time we will have got rid
of thizs spojl-sport’s s The
thing to be done now .la to explain
this young man's disappearance.
He must not be traced
might make mischief * +» »
me a pencil and a bit of paper.™
And Nam wrote: .

“I am killing. myself . in
despair because [ cannot ac-
complish what | bave under-
taken. Notify my family"” _ -

“That leaves the fleld opea for
any explanation,” he sald—"snd
what is his name™

“Lucien Delorme.” )

The Hindoo #dighed Lucien Da-
lorme, then. taking Lthe overcoat.
he slipped the folded paper Inle
the pockel

I'tl put It and the Bat on .3 slope
of the Qual Javel Lonight.,” he sald.
"I hope they will be found by some
Honest person who will carry Lhem
to the police stationn But for
greater gaferty, disguilssd as a
peaceful lounger, I will. walch near
by lo see that thay reach their dis-
tinalion. And now.” he added,
turning toward the mald, who was
listening in silence, “let us go and
pack the trunks, Juliette—we leave
tomorrow for Cabourg:"”

CHAPFTER VL
A Sensatiomal Rebbery.

Seated in a comfoftable rocking
chair on the terrace of hig villa,
Comte d'Abazoli-Viscosa, the morn-
ing after his departure froms Paris
waa walching, beiween ths pulfs of
his clgarelte, the sunbeams reilécted
in the blue waves of the ssa, whose
Htitle white teeth were gnawing the
sand of the beach.

He was reflecting. Dass nat for-
tune most (requently escape us just
at the moment we think we have it
in our grasp, and Is it not the very
belght of 1N-luck to miss a scheme
8o well prepared just at the very
instant success seems oOurs’

But who was this mn‘w)q.hgg
come to his house im. the place
the one whom he wus expecting.
and what fatality had =20 suddeniy
placed this stranger on hiy track?

Was it not singuiar that, occli-
pying the next room to Mrs Tark-
ery in the family boatrding-house at
Passy, he should have given detalls
of her murder 0 exact that
seemed impossible bhe shouid et
have witumgsed iL?

Was It not incomprehensible that
he should Kknow concerning him-
delf as well as Nam, particulars
whose secret both were sure of be-
ing the sole possessors, precisely
as if he were ignorant of no fact ia
their past life?

Finally, was It not extraordinary,
when the police themsalves had not
thought of associating the murder
of the American lady with that of
Baron Plucke-Strohe, He should
have divined that their authors
were the same and that, as if he
bad been an accomplice of the in-
genious swindle invented by th
Ilindoo. he should have doubted th
existence of the Maharajah's jewe
which, until now, had not been done
by anyone?

To ask all these questions was not
to answer them,

Tha important peint, for the mo-
ment, was that, with this man’'s dis-
appearance, all danger was averted.

His hat and overcoat with the note
zlipped into its pocket. found on the
banik of the Seine, would prevent any
other conjecture than that of sul-
cide and, In a few days someones
would draw from the river the body
which Nam would throw there
after having taken it from its steel
prison.

But, before hurling him=#s!1f 30 Im-
prudently Into the jaws of the wolf
from which he was never to coms
torth alive, had he 1t1old Baron
Plucks of his conjectarea’ Had he

put him on hia guard agidinst bis
porrowerT Had he even mersly
urged him to be distrustful and
cautious?

And, ignorant of whst might
happen, thinking of the sword of
Damocles suzpended over his head

the comte, excellent gambler na he

might be, did not feel wholly reas
sured,

Suddenly a voice behind hims
roused him from his reverie

“Of what is M. le Comte think-
ing?”

Turning. he saw Nam loaking at
him with an ironical expressiom As
the comte made no reply, he went
on calmly:

“Certainly., at thia season, it i=
pleasanter here than  in Paris

Ther+'s nothing better to cleares the

lungs than this salt air from the
sea. ‘But” he added, “you are not
of the same opinion? You szeam to

be little vexed this morning™
The comte, with a nervous
ture. flung his cigarelte away
“You see, Nam.,” he murmured,
“1 am thinking of the famons sayv-
ing of a queen of France—"

gen-

“Which one? Could it be this:
‘fiere | am, here | will stav!" Upon
my word. with this brilliant sun

and this magnificent se~a, she would
be decidedly sensible™

“No, yvou do not know our history
—the sentence o which | alluded
is: “Well ripped. my son, the point
now iz to sew it again!™"™

“Which means™

“That to have shut this voung
man up In this stee! prizon, to have
destroved forever with him -the pe-
crets which he ought to have pos-
gessed i3 wvery well: but we must
now think of the future™

“And then?™
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(TO BE CONTINUND TOROCRROWER

. . .

3

-~



